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Magical Times 


The little pop up restaurant was newly opened in the catacombs that had once been LA's original subway. While 
the debris had been cleared away, the tunnel still retained the ambience of its former life. So much so that 


David could almost hear the old trains rumbling by. 


He'd been invited to the opening night by the restaurant's owner and, while he wasn't keen on such things, 
David had said yes just so that he could say that he'd had the experience of eating underground. Concerts 


were his thing. Restaurant openings not so much. But he wasn't going to turn down free food. 


The restaurant only occupied a small portion of the ageing tunnel, allowing for an intimate experience. Thick, 
velvet drapes hid some of the walls and candles flickered in small red bowls. The furniture was a mish-mash 
of thrift store chic and in one corner sat a stage that was big enough to hold a solo cellist. Soft music echoed 


around the tunnel and, while the smell of food drifted from through the air, David was certain that he could 


still smell the sharp scent of oil. 


As he sipped at his soda, David's eyes were drawn to the figure that flitted from table to table. He wasn't a 
waiter for he never carried crockery. Instead, a deck of cards and a pocketful of coins appeared to be his tools 


of the trade. 


The magicians was dressed in a patchwork frock coat made up of brightly coloured pieces of material and his 


long, dark hair was crowned by a black top hat. 
"Your lamb, Sir." 


The food was all based on 1920's recipes, the year that the abandoned tunnel had first opened to the public. 
Despite the fact that he didn't drink, the serving of alcohol in an underground location wasn't lost on David. The 
‘20's had been the height of prohibition and he had heard stories of the numerous tunnels that connected 
various buildings in the city. All had apparently been used for the illegal movement of liquor. 


David looked at the waiter and smiled. "Thank you." Gesturing to his nearly empty soda, he said, "Can | have 


another of these, please?" 

"Certainly, Sir." The man - who looked to be in his thirties - smiled "Anything else, Sir?" 

David let his eyes drift back to the magician. "No. Thank you." 

He watched as the long-haired magician knelt down beside a table of beautifully dressed starlets. They fawned 
over him, one reaching out to run her hand over his glossy hair. He smiled at them, the candles twinkling 
across his eyes. His face was full of life, something that many people in the city had to learn to fake. 

Cards were spread across their tiny, velvet draped table and, while David could see the man’s lips moving, he 
couldn't hear what the magician was saying. With a deft flick of the wrist, the magician did something that 
caused the three young women to gasp and burst in to spontaneous applause. They wrapped their arms around 


the man and pulled him close, leaving lipstick kisses on his beard tickled cheeks. 


David smiled at the small group, enjoying their joviality. They obviously appreciated an evening of fun, enjoying 
whoever decided to grace their table. 


His eyes turned to the empty seats beside him. The owner had asked David to bring others with him. Despite 
the invitations that he'd extended, no one had wanted to come with him, leaving David feeling a little low. He 


enjoyed having company and would have liked to have shown others a new and interesting venue. 


"Evening." The voice was soft and gravelly and David looked up to find the brightly coated magician standing 
beside him. 


David gave him a soft smile. "Good evening." 


"You're alone?" The man raised an eyebrow. 


"Indeed | am." 


"In that case." The man pulled out one of the remaining chairs. "I'll sit with you for a while. Hope you don't 
mind." 


David's smile widened a little and he shook his head, his blonde hair falling in to his eyes. "And if | said | did 


mind?" 

The magician gave him a cheeky smile. "I'd said that you're out of luck because you look like a lot of fun to 
hang out with." The deck of cards appeared in his hands and he deftly began to shuffle them as he continued 
to talk. "Can | ask your name?" 


"David. David Ellefson" 


The mans face lit up with something that David could only describe as sheer joy. "Really? I'm a David, too." He 
gave a shrug. "But | prefer to be called Dave." 


"Really?" David grinned. "Neat." He nodded to the deck of cards. "So what do you have to show me?" 

His food was forgotten as he watched the dark haired man flick the cards from one hand to the other. There 
was something about him, something that drew David in. He could see why everyone else had been so 
enchanted by him. Even without speaking, Dave drew people into his space and allowed them to stay, even if it 


was only for a moment. 


David let his eyes drift to the table as the cards were laid out. When he was instructed to pick one, he did so 


and turned it over to reveal the ace of hearts. It was a simple gesture that made Dave smile. 

"That card says a lot about you," the magician said. 

"Really?" 

Dave looked up, strands of dark hair falling over his eyes. "Yes. It tells me that you're a kind and loving person. 
You may have been waiting for someone to come in to your life. And | believe you have because | don't see a 


wedding ring on your hand" 


David went to speak but his voice was caught in his throat. Slowly he closed his mouth and carefully drew his 


hand away. How much did he tell the other man? How much did Dave already know about him? 
He nodded to the other man. "Carry on.” 


Dave gave him a small smile and nodded. David watched as the cards came and went, being spread over the 


table before returning to the pack. Finally they were handed to him. 


"Look for your card" 


David shuffled through them, becoming more confused by the moment. When he couldn't find the ace of 
hearts, he handed the pack back, and frowned. 


"Where is it?" 

The magician smiled softly. "Look under your water glass." 

Lifting the heavy tumbler, David gasped. The card lay beneath it, face up. He grinned and picked it up. 
"That was so cool! How'd-" 


Dave help up a hand. "Can't tell you." Plucking the card from David's fingers, he placed it back in to the pack. 
‘Its been nice meeting you, David. | hope that you enjoy the rest of your evening." 


David smiled. "Same to you." 


He felt a little twinge of regret as the man walked away, the long frock coat swirling around his legs. Dave 
moved effortlessly from table to table and yet David was left with the distinct feeling that he was special, a 


chosen one almost. Or was that just a feeling that Dave left with everyone? 


David finished his meal and, as the evening was drawing to a close, he stood to leave. Picking up his velvet 
jacket, he went to slip it around his shoulder when a hand on his wrist stopped him. He turned and found the 
magician standing behind him. Dave still wore the long coat and the top hat, his hair curling around his 
shoulders. The dark haired man smiled at him. 


‘I've got one last thing to show you." 

David paused mid-way to putting his coat around his shoulders. "Really?" 

The magician nodded. "Follow me." 

David felt his heart beat rise as they wound their way through the departing diners. No one so much as 
glanced at them as they approached a door at the back of the tunnel, one that David was sure hadn't been 
there earlier in the night. When Dave opened it, David could see a warm, welcoming light spilling from a room 


beyond the door. 


Despite his apprehension, he followed the other man into the lighted space and promptly stopped. David gasped 
as the door swung shut behind them. 


The room didn't look like part of the tunnel. It's walls were more in keeping with that of a log cabin and the 
light came from the windows. Stepping up to them, David peered out and saw that they were no longer in Los 
Angeles. 


Trees surrounded the room and the light came from the bright sparks of galaxies that hung in the purple sky. 
As he gazed at the scene, a shooting star blazed across the night, bright enough to make him take a step 
back. Fear should have been rolling over his body yet David felt serene and comfortable with the unconscious 


knowledge that he was going to come to no harm. 

Turning to Dave, he asked, "Where are we?" 

The other man's smile was soft and warm. "Now that would be telling." He stepped up beside David, his eyes on 
the trees. "We're no longer in the world you know. Even | couldn't describe where we are. All | know is that it 
feels far more like home than any place I've lived in" 

"But-" David peered at Dave, trying to read his face. "How did you do this?" 


"l'm a magician, David." 


"Magician, yes. Card tricks, rabbits out of hats, birds from up your sleeve. But this-" He gestured to the 


window. 
Dave lifted his head, the smile still on his lips. "Also magic. Just different." 


David knew that there was far more to the world than he could ever understand. How could he explain how 
the Earth came into existence? How could he explain the human race and their life aboard a tiny planet? What 


was to say that everything he was experiencing in that moment wasn't as real as what he believed in? 

"My food-?" 

"Wasn't drugged,” Dave finished. His dark eyes were soft, drawing David closer. "Nor were your drinks. This is 
as real as anything else. This is my world, just as you have yours. Yours is, how do | put it? Just one of many 


that co-exist side by side. There are some of us that can step from one to another." 


David nodded. He understood, but not quite. He'd heard about parallel universes but had seen very little 


evidence to support them. 
"Why are you showing me?" he asked. "Why not one of the other people in that room?" 
"Because you spoke to me in a way that no one else ever could," Dave softly replied 


He stepped a little closer and David felt the breath hitch in his throat. Up close, the dark haired man was 
stunning. His eyes were as dark as coals but were filled with a world of love and compassion. His presence was 
welcoming and he'd caught David just by his silence. 


"When | said that you were single it was something that | knew as fact, not because I'd seen that your hand 


was naked of a ring. There is no other in your life, is there?" 


David went to speak and stalled once more, his heart in his throat. But the room was safe and as was Dave. He 
knew that he could tell the other man whatever was in his heart and not a word of it would make it passed 
the door. 

‘| am," he softly replied. "My partner of twenty years left a few years ago. There's been no one since him." 


"Him," Dave softly echoed. 


David watched as the other man removed the top hat from his head and placed it on a chest of drawers. He 
ran his fingers through his hair, settling it around his shoulders before returning his attention to David. 


David nodded and let his gaze roam around the rest of the room. Beneath two of the room's large windows sat 
a sleigh bed adorned with thick comforters and fluffed up pillows. Candles in glass jars were placed on the pine 

dressers and drawers. They burst to life as his eyes rode over them, their flames flickering and warming the 

room further. 

He gasped in glee and turned to Dave. "How-?" 


Dave's smile was a mile wide. He stretched his hands out. "Magic." 


Laughing softly, David took a turn around the room. He looked at the view from the windows and examined the 


room's solitary ornament; a brightly painted carousel horse that sat in one corner. 
"Do you come here often?" he asked. 


The dark haired man looked at him with a faraway look in his eyes. "I live here. When I'm not performing for 


the people of Los Angeles." 


Now that his fear and reservations had faded, David could feel his curiosity growing. "So you step from this 
world to our world. But why?" 


"Curiosity." Dave stepped around the bed and stood before David. 

David felt his breath hitch as the other man walked up to him. He stared in to those dark eyes and could see 
galaxies and constellations dancing through them. He allowed himself to slowly fall beneath the other man's 
spell, pressing himself closer until their lips brushed. 

"Star dust." David murmured. 


"It's where we all come from," Dave finished. 


A strong hand wound in to David's hair and pulled him closer. He gasped quietly and gave himself over to the 


hungry, desperate kiss. 


David woke with a start. Sunlight streamed through the windows. The white sheets of his hotel bed were 
bunched around his waist and sweat dotted his aching body. 


Yet.. 


He hadn't gone to bed in the hotel room. 


Lying back against the pillows, David stared at the perfect white ceiling. He felt as alone as he was, his 
stomach swirling with a strange sense of loss. There'd been someone the previous night. They'd gone to 
another world. They'd made love until the sun had begun to rise over the horizon of a place far from home. 


He hadn't wanted to leave. 
Yet, he had. 


Tears prickled his eyes and David did his best to suppress the feelings that swirled through him. The dark 
haired man had awoken something inside of him and, for the first time since his partner had walked out, David 
had felt a connection to another. He'd wanted to be with them, to hold them, to love them just like they had 


loved him. 


But it wasn't to be. They were from different worlds. They had different lives. Their paths would never cross 


again. 
Letting the tears trickle down his cheeks, David slipped from the bed and began his walk to the bathroom. He 
ached but it was more than his body. His heart yearned for someone like Dave, someone who held him so 


tenderly and who showed him worlds like no others. But it seemed as though it would never happen 


Something caught his eyes as he pressed the room's bland desk. Pausing, David looked down, a frown crumpling 


his forehead. 

Lying at the heart of the white wood was a small, wooden carousel horse. David picked it up and examined its 
brightly painted body. Gold glittered through the horse's carved main while red and green flowers danced along 
its outstretched legs. A name plate swirled along its neck. 

Believe. 


David smiled sadly to himself. 


"I want to believe," he softly murmured. 


Putting the horse back on the desk, he continued his walk to the bathroom. The appearance of the horse didn't 


surprise him, the previous evening and his own awakening stealing away any more elements of awe. 


As he reached the bathroom, a knock at the room's door stopped him once more. Draping the white dressing 


gown around his naked figure, he opened the door. 


A suite figure stood in the doorway, a tray in their hands. Coffee and what David assumed to be breakfast 


were laid out on the tray. 
"| didn't ord-" 


He stopped as he took in the figure, the breath momentarily stolen from his lungs. Dark hair was tied in to the 
man's neck and, when he looked up, David found himself looking in to dark, star-tinged eyes. 


"Dave?!" 

The man nodded, a smile breaking his lips. "At your service." 

"But?" 

"Don't ask questions, David. Just believe." 

Taking the tray from Dave, David turned and placed it on the dresser before returning his attention to the 
handsomely dressed man before him. David could barely contain his glee at the man's return. But, before he 
allowed Dave in, he had to know the answer to the question that burned through his soul. 


"Why'd you bring me back here?" he asked. 


"Because | had to," was the sad reply. "Just for one night. You had to take a look at what you may choose to 
leave behind." 


David frowned and stepped up to the dark haired man. Curling a finger beneath Dave's chin, David gently lifted 
the other man's eyes to his own. Dave's eyes were wide and filled with fear, the wisdom that David had seen 

the previous evening reduced down to that of a fearful child. His own heart pounded at the implication of what 
Dave had just suggested. 

"What do you mean?" he gently asked. 


"You have a choice, David." Dave's voice sounded strained. "You can stay here, in your own life. You can stay 


with everyone you know. Or." 


"Or?" he gently pressed. 


"You can walk the worlds with me. David, I-" For a moment, Dave closed his eyes and lowered his head. In that 
moment, David realised that the other man was more than the vivacious person he'd seen the night before. He 
was someone special. Someone with a heart and soul. Someone who had the unique ability to step from one 


world to another without so much as drawing breath. 


"David," he softly continued, his voice shaking as he did, "I felt something last night. Something | haven't felt for 
a long time. You.. You were the first person who I've ever done that for. Your light, the one that burns in 
your soul and escapes through your eyes, called to me, drew me in. It made me want to be with you. To show 
you what | see. To experience what | experience. | don't ask this lightly but | would love for you to be with me. 
Please..." 


With that, Dave lifted his head and David could see that tears clung to his eyes. In the early morning light, 
they sparkled like the stars that David had seen the previous evening, and David felt his heart leap with joy. 
Gently he stroked Dave's cheek, his thumb catching the glittering tear that hung from Dave's lashes. David 
stared at it for a moment, admiring it, before it slid down his hand. 

"I have just one request," David said. 

He felt Dave tighten beneath his touch. "Which is?" 

David smiled and leaned in to give Dave a kiss. "My cats can come, too." 

His smile widened and he deepened the kiss as Dave wrapped his arms around him and lifted him clean off the 
ground. He laughed as he was carried to the bed and laid out, his hair fanning over the pillows. Smiling up at 


Dave, David reached out and touched his face. 


"Of course they can come," Dave gently exclaimed "The more, the merrier.” 


Under the Stars 


Author's Notes: 
Because we (well, |) need a little more of this world. ;) 


The stars, they shine for you, David 


Sitting in a clearing of pine trees, David stared up at the black, velvety night. Stars littered it like diamonds, 
their light bright and bold. He felt as though he could reach out and pull a handful out of the sky. Amid the 
stars, galaxies swirled, their tendrils kissing the edges of the sky. 


A fire crackled at his feet, throwing sparks in to the crisp, night air. The cats were curled up close by and, 


pressed against David's side, was the man who was taking him on a journey. 


Dave was wrapped in a heavy blanket with his head propped on David's thigh. Gently David ran his fingers 
through the other man's hair, listening as Dave softly purred to himself. 


"Its beautiful out here," David murmured. 
‘Isn't it just?" Dave's voice was soft and distant. 


David smiled softly to himself and draped his arm around the dark haired man's shoulders. Together they had 
stepped back and forth between Earth and the world that Dave inhabited. While there had been sadness for all 
that he'd left behind, David adored the peaceful tranquillity of the world that he now inhabited. 


Dave lived in a small cabin in the heart of a forest. As far as David knew, they were the only people to live on 
the alternative Earth. Magic was in abundance with David's favourite food and coffee appearing in the cosy, 
wooden building as if by, well, magic. It was a warm, snug place to live, one that had deep couches and roaring 
fires. Candles lit every room and heavy curtains hung over the windows. The sharp scent of pine trees was 


forever in the air. For David, it reminded him of his life in Minnesota. 


"You know," David began, "I don't know how old you are? | mean, | could hazard a guess and say early to mid 


forties." 


The other man's shoulders rose and fell and David once more moved his hand back to Dave's hair. His fingers 
tickled over the soft strands and down behind Dave's ears. He smiled when the dark haired man began to purr 
again It was a deep, husky sound that rumbled along David's thigh and went straight to his heart. Never did he 
think he would fall in love again. Yet he was sitting outside and staring at the stars with a beautiful man in his 


arms. 


"| don't know," Dave replied. "Really, | don't. In this dimension, you live forever." 
David felt a pang of shock slice through him. "Seriously?" 
Dark eyes turned to look up at him. "Seriously. What about you? How old are you?" 


"Fifty one," David replied. He paused, his mind whirling over what would happen as he aged. Eventually he'd pass 
away and leave the young looking man behind. "What about when I.. Well, you know..2" 


"When you die?" Dave blinked once. "You won't die. Not here at least. | don't know what it is. Something in the 
air, maybe? But time stands still. There is no time. There is no ageing. There is no death." 


"But you said that | was the first that you've brought here." 
Dave smiled and David felt his frostiness begin to melt. "I'm still alive, aren't 1?" the magician replied. 


The dark haired man was adorable. Dimples formed whenever he smiled and, when he was sad, his dark eyes 
would be become large and watery. How David loved to lean in and kiss away the sadness. How he loved to 


make the other man smile and purr. 


No matter where David was, Dave wasn't far behind. f David had to return to his own Earth, Dave would 
follow. He was like the perpetual lost puppy, wanting to know where David was going.. and whether David was 


going to return. 


Of course David was going to return He'd fallen in love, far quicker than he'd ever planned to, with the top- 
hatted magician. There was nothing that David adored more than watching Dave at work. In the evenings, he 
would curl up on the deep, dusky-red couch and watch as Dave amazed him with tricks that David didn't even 
know existed. The dark haired man could make anything disappear.. and then reappear. Everything he did 
fascinated David, his clapping and cheering spurring Dave on. 


He tightened his arm around the other man's shoulders and held him close. His lips found Dave's hair and 
peppered kisses to the soft strands. He breathed in Dave's scent, his head reeling and his heart pounding as he 
felt himself fall deeper and harder for the other man. David didn't want to get up. Instead, he wanted to spend 
the night beneath the stars, wrapped in blankets, and holding Dave close. 


The dark haired man tilted his head back and, in the light of the fire, David could see the swell of his cheeks 
and the depth of his eyes. Whenever Dave closed his eyes, his dark eyelashes brushed his cheeks. Bending his 


head, David pressed soft kisses to each of his new lover's closed eyes. 
"You're so beautiful," he murmured. "| can see why our world doesn’t deserve you all of the time." 


He felt Dave smile beneath his lips and David moved his mouth a little lower, pressing kisses to Dave's nose 


and cheeks before finding his soft, warm mouth. 


"So beautiful," he whispered in to the kiss. "So beautiful." 


A strong hand wound in to his hair and pulled him a little closer, making David sigh and give in to the kiss. He 
parted his lips and gave Dave his tongue, his hands sliding beneath the other man's colourful coat. His hands 
slid along Dave's body and up around his shoulders to clasp him close. David wanted to feel all of Dave, wanted 


to take him all in. 


As they pulled away, a comet streamed across the sky with a hiss, its tail leaving shimmering lights in its 
wake. Like glitter falling from a shaker, the comet's dust fell to Earth, fading to nothing as it touched the 


trees. 


David took in the scene, feeling as though he was in a dream. The new world was beautiful, perfect, and one 
that he could escape deep in to. Already he'd seen waterfalls that crashed into clear, blue pools. He'd walked 
among the thick forest of pine trees and passed a herd of deer. He'd breathed in the crisp night air. And he'd 
lain beneath the stars as often as he could, just absorbing the world that surrounded him. 


"Is there anyone else here?" he finally asked 
"Not a soul," Dave softly replied. "It's just me. And now you, too." 


David smiled and pulled the other man closer. For a while, they were quiet and David savoured the feeling of 
the other man's breath against his cheek He closed his eyes and breathed in the world around him. The sharp 


smell of pine made him relax and the man beside him gave him reason to live. 


Because, truth be told, David had been on the brink. On the brink of giving up everything, including his life. He'd 
done so much and, yet, he felt like he had so little to show for it. His loves were unrequited and, to him, his 
music felt stale and lifeless. All he had were the material goods that he'd picked up through his life. Yet he'd 
wanted someone to share it all with. Someone who'd love him as much as he loved them. Someone to show his 
life to and to share in theirs. 


It had taken a literal miracle to make that connection, a series of rejected invitations until David had found 
himself eating alone in a tunnel that most of the world had forgotten about. Fate had intervened in the most 
beautiful way possible. Though he'd started the night lonely and embarrassed by his single-status, David had 
found that it had ended with his hopes and dreams being realised. 


Fate was a strange mistress. You go through life, believing that you know the path you have to take, only for 
this strange force to trip you up at the last moment. Suddenly you find yourself walking not on a smooth, 
straight road but through the thick grass of an unexplored forest. You forge your own path until, suddenly, 
you find yourself at your desired destination 


A year before, if someone had told David that he would be living in an entirely different world, he would have 
laughed at them. Probably called them insane. Yet here he was and it felt like the most natural place to be 


living. 


Opening his eyes, David once more looked up at the stars. He marvelled at them and how close they appeared 


to be. 


"Thank you," he murmured. "For bringing me here and for showing me that life is far more beautiful than | 


could ever imagine." 
Lips tickled his cheek and David smiled softly. 


"The adventure's only just beginning," Dave softly replied. 


